CHAPTER XII

THE  DAY OF VICTIMS: FROM SUNDOWN  TO SUNSET.
THE DAYS  OF DRYING FLESH.

LONG before the signal of Essraf was given, the canvas-
city had been in a state of confusion: so that by the time
the sermon was over most of the tents had been folded and
stowed away. Thus everything was now ready for the im-
petuous rush from Arafat

The pilgrims' jubilation was then at its height The
uproar was deafening: drums were beaten, bugles called us
to make haste, and rocket after rocket exploded as it
whirred through the air. . . . We waited half an hour or
so, exchanging kisses and congratulations, and then a path
was prepared for the cavalcades. The Egyptian Mahmil
took the right-hand side of the road and the Syrian the left:
after them charged the mounted pilgrims, followed by those
on foot, all and each showing the same reckless determina-
tion to press forward over every obstacle, no matter how
narrow the road might be.

This headlong stampede after the sermon on the
Mount is historic. It never grows stale with the years.
The havoc it wrought in 1320 of the Flight it would be
quite impossible to exaggerate; for the confusion which has
become traditional was increased fivefold by the number of
pilgrims, a number that was vastly greater than any within
the recollection of the authorities, Women and men
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